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ment. From its peaceful bosom springs none but 
fond regrets and tender recollections. Who can 
look down upon the grave, even of an enemy, and 
not feel a compunctuous throb that he should 
ever have warred with the poor handful of earth 
that lies mouldering before him ! But the grave 
of those we loved— what a place for meditation ! 
There it is that we call up in long review the 
whole history of virtue and gentleness, and the 
thousand endearments lavished upon us almost 
unheeded in the daily course of intimacy ; there 
it is that we dwell upon the tenderness, the 
solemn, the awful sadness of the parting scene.— 
Still we look to the far-off spring in other val- 
leys to that eternal summer beyond the grave, 
where no rude blasts ever intrude, and where 
flowers once faded, bloom again in starry fields of 
ever bright radiance. 

“ Flowers of the field, how meet ye seem 
Man’s l’railty to portray, 

Blooming so fair ’neath morning’s beam. 

Passing at eve away. 

Teach this, and oh ! though brief your reign, 

Sweet flowers, ye shall not live in vain. 

“ Go form a monitory wreath 
For youth’s unthinking brow ; 

Go, and to busy manhood breathe 
What most he fears to know— 

Go shew the path where age doth tread. 

And tell him of the silent dead. 


* But whilst to thoughtless ones, and gay. 

Ye breathe these truths severe. 

To those who droop ’neath pale decay 
Have ye no word of cheer ? 

Yes, yes, ye weave a double spell, 

And life and death betoken well. 

“ Go then, where wrapt in fear and gloom, 

Fond hearts and true are sigliing ; 

And deck with emblematic bloom 
The pillow of the dying : 

And softly spealc, nor speak in vain, 

Of your long sleep and broken chain. 

“ And say, that He who from the dust 
Recalls the slumbering flower, 

Will surely visit those who trust 
His mercy and his power ; 

Will mark where sleeps their peaceful clay, 

And roll, ere long, the stone away.” 

How gratifying to behold the numerous beauti- 
ful images displayed by nature on a fine spring 
morning, when the whole scene is teeming with 
joy — the landscape glowing in beauty with the 
brightness of the rising sun — the foliage — the 
blades of grass, and the drooping boughs glisten- 
ing with dew-drops — the playful rivulet now 
sparkling in the beams — now secreting itself in 
the covert ; the songs of the birds on the waving 
branches — the bleating of sheep upon the hills — 
the lowing of the cattle in the valley — and the 
living fragrance of flowers yet wet with crystal 
drops. 
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